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Mr. GEORGE KEARStY. 



S I R, 

/ Se/i^ you an authentic copy of the laft poetic 
Produ&ion of the late DoSIor Goldsmith ; 
of whichy 1 recommend an early publication^ to 
prevent fpurious Editions being ujhered into the 

World. -7)6^ Doftor belonged to a club of 

b Beaux 



( " ) 

Beaux Efprits, where Wit fparkkd fametimcs at 
the expence of Good-nature. — // was prcpofed to 
write Epitaphs on him'^ his Country^ DialeB 
and Per/on^ furn'ifhed fubjs&s of IVitticifm! 
He was called on for Retaliation, and at their 
next meeting he produced the following Poem^ 
which I think adds one Leaf to his immortal 
Wreath, - ■ - 



Some 



Some ACCOUNT of the LIFE of the late 
OLIVER GOLDSMITH, MR 



OLIVER Goldsmith was born at Rofcommon in Ireland, in thfe 
year 173 1. His father, who poflcflVd a fmall eftatc in that 
county, had nine fons, of which Oliver was the third. He was origi* 
nally intended for the church ; and with that view, after being well 
inftrudted in the daffies, was, with his brother the Rev. Henry Cold^ 
finith, placed in Trinity-college, Dublin, about the latter end of the 
year J 749. In this feminary of learning he continued a few years, 
when he took a Bachelor's degree j but, his brother not being able to 
obtain any preferment after he left the college, Oliver, by the advice 
of Dean Goldfmith of Cork, turned his thoughts to the profeflion of 
phy fie, and, after attending fomc courfes of anatomy in Dublin, pror- 
cecded to Edinburgh in the year 175 !• where he ftudied the fcvera'l 
branches of medicine under the dinerent Profeffors in that Univerfit/, 
which was defervedly ranked among the firft fchools of phyfic in Eu- 
rope, His beneficent difpofition foon involved him in unexpected 
difficulties, and he was obliged precipitately to leave Scotland, in 
confequeoce of engaging himielf to pay a conliderable fum of money 
for a fcllow-ftudent. 

A few days after, about the beginning of the year I7f4-, he arrived 
at Sunderland, near Newcaftle, where he was arrefted at the fuit of 
one Barclay, a taylor in Edinburgh, to whom he had given fecurity 
for his friend. By the good graces of Laughlin Maelane, Efq; and 
Dr. Sleigh, who were then in the college, he was (bon delivered out 
of the hands of the Bailiff, and took his paflage on board a Dutch 
fliip to Rotterdam, where, after a (hort (lay, he proceeded to Bruflels. 
He th«n viGted great part of Flanders, and, after paffing fome time 
at Strafbourg and Louvain, where he obtained a degree of Bachelor 
in phyfic, he accompanied an Englifh gentleman to Geneva. 

It is undoubtedly fa£t, that this ingenious, unfortunate man, made 
mod part of his tour on foot ! He had left England with very little 
money, and, being of a philofophical turn, and at that time polleffing 
a body capable of fuftaining every fatigue, and a heart not eafily 
terrified at danger, he became an enthufiafl to the defign he had 

formed 
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formed of feeing the manners of different countries. He had fomc 
knowjed^e of the French language, and of mufic ; he played tolerably 
well on the German flute; which, from an amufement, became at 
fbme times the means of fuhHilence. His learning produced htm aa 
hofpitable reception at mod of the religious houfes, and his mulic 
made him welcome to the peafants of Flanders and Germany. 
• Whenever I approached a peafant*s houfe towards night-fall/ he 
nkd to fay, ' I played one of my moft merry tunes, and that gene- 
rally procured me not only a lodging, but fubfidence for the next 
day : but in truth,' his conftant cxprcflion, * I muft own, whenever 
i attempted to entertain perfons of a higher rank, they always thought 
my performance odious, and never made me any return for my en^ 
deavours to pleafe them.' 

On his arrival at Geneva, he was recommended as a proper perfon 
for a travelling tutor to a young man, who had been unexpededly 

left a confiderable fum of money by his uncle Mr. S . This 

youth, who was articled to an attorney, on receipt of his fortune 
determined to fee the world ; and^ on his engaging with his pre- 
ceptor, made a provifo, that be fhould be permitted to govern him^ 
fclf ; and our traveller foon found his pupil underflood the art of di^ 
rz&ing in money concerns extremely well, as avarice was his prevail^ 
ing pallion. . . 

During Goldfmith*s continuance in Switzerland, he afliduoufly 
cultivated his poetical talent^ of which he had given fomc ftriking 
proofs at the college of Edinburgh. It was from hence he fent the 
lirft iketch of his delightful epidle, called the Traveller^ to his 
brother the clergyman in Ireland, who, giving up fame and fortune, 
had retired,, with an amiable wife, to happinefs and obfcurity, on an 
income of only 40I ., a year. 

From Geneva Mr. Goldfinith and his pupil vifite-d the fouth of 
France, where the young man, upon Ibme difagreemcnt with his pre- 
ceptor, paid him the fmall part of his falary which was due, and em- 
barked at Marfeilles for England. Our wanderer was left once more 
upon the world at large, and pafled through a number of diflicultiei 
in traverfing the greateft part of France. At length his curiofity being 
gratified, he bent his courfe towards England, and arrived at Dover^ 
the beginning of the winter, in the year 1758, 

His 
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His finances were fo low on his .return to England, :thdt he witfi 
difficulty got to this metropolis, his. whole flpck of caifa amoonting 
to no more than a few halfpence ! An entire ftranger tn London, bis 
mind was filled with the moft gloomy refle<Sioris iii confcquertce of 
'his embarraffed fituation ! He applied to ftveral aLpothecaries in hopes 
of being received in the capacity of a journeyman, but his broad 
Irifli accent, and the uncouth nefe of his appearance, occafioricd htm 
to meet with infult. ffoni moft. of the medicinal tribe. 1 he next 
day, however, a chymift near Fifli iflreet, ftruck with Ij is forlorn 
condition, and the fimplicity of hi^ manner,' took h^ioi jnto his labo- 
ratory, where he continued till he difcovefed. hi$ old friend Di". 
Sleigh was irf London. This gentleman' received hi'm with the 
warmefl affefllon, and liberally invited, hinv tq (hare .his* purfe till 
fome eflablifiiment could be procured for him\ Coldfmith, unwilling 
\o be a burden to his friend, a ihort ti(n&\i^ter eaeerly embraced 
an offer which was made liim to affift the late-Rev^ Dr. Milner, ij> 
J4i(lrudting the young gentlemen at the Academy at Jpeckham ; and 
acquitted hrmfelf greatly to the Dodor's fatisfa^ion for a (hort time ; 
but, having obtained fbihe repntacion by the critlcifms lie had written 
in the Monthly Review,- Mr. Griffithi, the ^incipal proprtefor,' en- 
gaged him in the compilation^ of it ; . and, refdvirig to purfue the 
profeflion of writing, he returned to London^ as the mart where 
abilities of every kind were fure of meeting diftinftioQ and reward. 
He|-e he de^rmined to adopt a plan of the ftriifieft oeconomy, ^nd 
topk lodgings in ^ Green Arbour court in the Old Bailey, where ho 
wrote ieveral ingenious pieces. The late Mr. Hewbery, who, at that 
time gave great encouragement to men of literary abilities, became a 
kind of patron to our young author, and introduced him as one of 
the writers in the Public Ledger, in which bis Citizen of the World 
originally appeared, under the title of ^ Chinpfe Lettercu' 

Fortune now feemed to take ibmc notice of a man {he had long 
negleded. The iin^plicity of his charader, the integrity of his heart, 
and the merit of his prpdu^ions, made his company very acceptable 
to a number of refpe£table perfons, and he emerged from his ihabby 
apartments near the Old Bailey to the politer air of the Temple, where 
he took handfome chambers, and lived in a genteel flyle. The pub* 
lication of his Traveller, his Vicar of Wakefield, and his Letters on 
the Hiftory of England, was followed by the performance of his co- 
, c medy 
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:)xi9Ay<if thi^iG^oai^tKitured Man at Coven t Garden theatre^ and placed 
,faim in the firft rtink; of the poets of .the prefent age. 

.. Our Do<5lor, ^ he was now univer&lly called, had a con (Ian t levee 
^f his, dlflreft cp^qtrymen ; whofe wants, as far zs he was able, he 
always relieved, an<3 he, has been often known to leave himfelf f^vea 
.without a^guii^ea, in order to fupply the ^eceflities.of others 1 

Another featota' ih his charadter we cannot help laying before the 
Yeadelr. Previous to the publication of his Deferted Village, the 
Bookfefler had given him a note for one hundred guineas tor the 
copy;*w1iich the Doflor mentioned^' Ji few hours after, to one of his 
friends, who obfccyed it was a verygrjcat fum for fo'fhort a perform- 
ance. • In trudi,* replied Gol^fmith,' ^ I think fo too, it is much 
more than the honcft tnan Can afford, or the. piece is worth. 1 have 
not been ealy firfce 1 ffeCeiVdd it ; therefore 1 will go back and return 
%\m his jiote^ which he >bfolutely did, and left it entirely to the 
Bdokfeller to pay Him acd6rding io the profits-jproducfd by the fale of 
the poem, which turned out Very confideratte.' ' , . . J 

During the. ikft rcheaffal of his -cbmedy, Jntitled, She ftoops to 
Conquer, which Mn Cbleman had no opinion weulti fuoceed, (yn the 
Dodtlpr'^ okjeding^ «► the repetition^ of otte of Totay Lumpkin *t 
/peeches, being apprehi^ttfi^'e it tiiight iiyiire the play, ^e Manager, 
with great keennels replied, ^ Pftia, my diearDddlbr, 4:6 not' be fearful 
t^tfquitsj when we \iz9t been frtting altnoft thefe two^oUrs 'upan 4 
iarrei tf gunfdwdtr' The piece, however,' contrary to Mr; Cok* 
man's expedation, was received with tmcommon aj^aufe by the 
audience; and GoMfmith's pride was fo hurt by the feferiiy of the 
above oMervation, that k entirely put an end to his friendfhip for the 
gentleman wTio made it. . ' . 

• Notwithftanding the great fucceft of his pieces, by feme of which» 
k is aflerted, upon go<^ authority, he cleared iSooK in one year, 
his circumftances were by no means in a profperous fituation! 
partly owing to the liberality of his difpofition, and partly to an un- 
fortunate habit he had contracted of gaming, the arts of which he 
knew very little of, and confequemly became the prey of thofe who 
were unprincipk4 enough to take adtantage of his ignorance. 



jfuft before his death W« had formed a dcfign for executing an 
Ilniverlal DWioiiary of Arts at^A Sciences, the prolpcdns of which he 
.adlually printed and difldbutcd s^imong his acqaaintance. In this 
work feveral of his literary friends (parcicularly Sir Joftiua.Rcynold^* 
Dr. Johnfon, Mr. Beauclerc, and Mr. Garrick,) had engaged to 
furmfli him with articles upon different fubje<Ss. He had enteitaiiurd 
^the moll fanguine expeftations from the fuocefs of it. The uftderr 
taking, however, did not meet Vith that encouragement from the 
Bookrcllers which he had imagined it would undoubtedly receivfi; 
and he ufeii to lament this circumftance almoft to .the lad hour of 
his cxiftcncc.* 

He had been for fomc years aiflidted, at different times, with n 
violent Arangury, which contributed not a littk to imbittef ihe latter 
part of his lite; and which, united with the. i^exacicma he ftif*- 
fered upon other occafions, brought on a kind of habitual de^x>i«^ 
dencyl In this unhappy condition he was attacked. by a nfervcijs 
fever, which, being improperly treated, terminated in his difTolution 
on the 4th day of April, 1774, in the forty-third year of his age. 
His friends, who were very numerous and refpcdable, had deter- 
mined to bury him in Weftminfter-abbey, where a tablet was to have 
been ereded to his memory. His pall was to have been fupported 
by Lord Sbelburne, Lord Louth, Sir Jofliua Reynolds, the Hon. 
Mr. Beauclerc, Mr. Edmund Burke, and Mr. Garrick; but from 
fome unaccountable circumltances this delign was dropped, and his 
remains were privately deposited in the Temple buriaUground. 

As to his charafter, it is flrongly illuftrated by Mr. Pope's line. 
In wit a man, fimplicity a child. 

The learned kifure he loved to enjoy was too often interrupted by 
diftreiTes which arofe from the opennefs of his temper, and which 
fometimes threw him into loud fits of paflion ; but this impetuofity* 
was correded upon a moment's refledlion, and his fcrvants have been 
known, upon thefe occafions, purpofely to throw themfelves in his 
way, that they might profit by it immediately after; for he who had 
the good fortune to be reproved was certain of being rewarded for it. 
His difappointments at other times, made him peevi(h and fullen, 
and he has often left a party of convivial friepds abruptly in the even- 
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ing, m order to go home and brood over his misfortunes. A cifcu m 
fiance which contributed not a little to the encreafe of his. malady. 

The univerfal efteem in which his poems are held, and the repeated 

?leafure they giye in the perufal, is a (Iriking tefl of their merit. 
Ic was a lludious and corre<a obferver of nature, happy in the felec- 
tion of his images, in the choice of his fubjedts, and in the harmony 
of his verfification ; and, though his embarraffed fituation prevented 
him from putting the laft hand to many of his produ<3ions, his Her- 
mit, his Traveller, and his Deferted Village, bid fair to claim a place 
among the moft finifhed pieces in the Englilh language. 

The writer of thefe Anecdotes cannot conclude without declaring, 
that as different accounts have been given of this ingenious man, 
thefc are all founded upon fads, and colleded by one who lived witli 
him upon the moft friendly footing for a great number of years, and 
who never felt any forrow more fenfibly than that which was occa* 
iioned by his death. 



■Bssase 
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OF old, when Scarron his companioDs invited,. 
Each gueft brought his difhy. and the feafl was 
united ;. 

If our {a) landlord fupplies us with beef, and with iifh,. 
Let each guefl bring himfelf, and he brings the bed di(h : 

(a) The Matter of the St. Jameses Coffce-houfc, where the Dodlor, and the 
Friends be has characterized in this Poem, held an occaHonalClub* 

G Otir. 
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Our {b) Dean fliall be venifon, juft frefh from the plains ; 
Our {c) Burke fliall be tongue, with a garnifli of brains j 
Our [d) Will flball be wild fowl, of excellent flavour. 
And [e) Dick with his pepper, fliall heighten their favour : 
Our {f) Cumberland's fweet-bread its place fliall obtain, 
And [g] Douglas is pudding, fubftantial and plain: 

{b) Coftor Barnard, Dean of Derry in Ireland, author of many ingenious 
pieces. 

(r) Mr. Edmund Burke, member for Wendover, and one of the greateft 
orators in this kingdom. 

(J) Mr. William Burke, late fecretary to General Conway, and member for 
Bed win. 

{e) Mr. Richard Burke, collcdlor of Granada, no lefs remarkable in the 
walks of wit and humour than his brother Edmund Burke is juftly diftinguifhed 
in all the branches of ureful and poliie literature. 

(/) Author of the Weft Indian, Falhionable Lover, the Brothers, and other 
d amatic pieces. 

{g) Dodlor Douglas, Canon of Windfor, an ingenious Scotch gentleman, 
vho has no lefs diftinguifhed himfclf as a Citizen of the JVorld^ than a found 
Critic, in dctefling fcveral literary miftakes (or rather /i?r^w^j) of his country- 
men 5 particularly Lauder on Milton, and Bower's Hijlory of the Popes. 

Our 
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Our {i) Garrick's a fallad, for in him we fee . 

Oil, vinegar, fugar, and faltnefs agree : 

To make out the dinner, full certain I am, 

That (i) Ridge is anchovyj and [k) Reynolds is lamb ; 

That (/j Hickey*s a capon, and by the fame rule. 

Magnanimous Goldfmith, a goofberry fool : 

At a dinner fo various, at fuch a repaft. 

Who'd not be a glutton, and dick to the laft : 



(b) David Garrick, Efq*, joint Patentee and afling Manager of the Theatre- 
Royal, Drury-lane. For the oiber parts of biS charadter, vide the Poem. 

(i) Counfcllor John Ridge, a gentleman belonging to the Irifh bar, the relljk 
of whole agreeable and pointed converfation is admitted, by all his acquaint- 
aoce, to be very propedy compared to the above fauce. 

(*) Sir Jolhua Reynolds, Prefident of the Royal Academy. 

(/) An eminent Attorney, whofe hofpitality and good-humour have acquired 
him, in this Club, the title of « honcft Tom Hickey.* 

Here^ 
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Here, waiter, more wine, let me fit while Via aWfr„ 
*TiIl all my companions fink under the table ;. 
Then with chaos and blunders encircling my head^ 
Let me ponder, and tell what I think of the dead*. 

Here lies the good («si) Dean, re-united to earth j 
Who mixt reafon with pleafiire,. and wifdom. with -mirth :: 
If he had any faults, he has left us- in doubt^ 
At leaft, , in fix. weeks, I could not find *em out ; , 
Yet fomehave declared, and it can't be denied *em^. 
That fiy-boots was curfedly. cunning to hide *em. 

Here lies our good (/») Edmund^.whofe genius was fuch^, 
We fcarcely can praiie it, or blame.it too much ;. 

(a) Vide Page 6;. (*) Ibidw 

Who^, 



[ 9 ] 

Who, born for the Univerfe, narrow*d his mind, 
And to party gave qp, what was meant for mankind. 
Tho* fi^ught with all learning, yet Araining his throat. 
To perfuade (o) Tommy Townfend to lend him a vote ; 
Who, too deep for his hearers, ftill went on refining. 
And thought of convincing, while they thought of dining ; 
Tho* equal to all things, for all things unfit, 
Too nice for a fiatcfman, too proud for a wit : 
JFor a patriot too cool ; for a drudge, difobedient. 
And too fond of the right to purfue the expedient. 
In {hort, 'twas his fate, unemployM, or in place, Sir, 
To eat mutton cold, and cut blocks with a raisor. * 

ifi) Mr. T. Townfend, Member for Whitchurch; 

D ' Here 
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Here lies honeft (p) William, whofe heart was a mint. 
While the owner ne'er knew half the good that was in't ; 
The pupil of impulfe, it forc*d him along, 
His condudt ftill right, with his argument wrong; 
Still aiming at honour, yet fearing to roam. 
The coachman was tipfy, the chariot drove home ; 
Would you afk for his merits, alas I he had none. 
What was good was fpontaneous, his faults were his own* 

Here lies honeft Richard, whofe fate I muft figh at, 
Alas, that fuch frolic fhould now be fo quiet! 
What fpirits were his, what wit and what whim, 
(^) Now breaking a jeft, and now breaking a limb ; 

Now 

(p) Vide Page 6. 

(2) Mr. Richard Burke j vide page 6. This gentleman having flightly frac- 
tured 
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Now wrangling and grumbling to keep up the ball. 

Now teazing and vexing, yet laughing at all ? 

In fhort-fo provoking a Devil was Dick, 

That we wifliM him full ten times a day at Old Nick. 

But miding his mirth and agreeable vein. 

As often we wiOi'd to have Dick back again. 



Here (r) Cumberland lies having aded his parts, 
The Terence of England, the mender of hearts ; 
A flattering painter, who made it his care 
To draw men as they ought to be, not as they are. 



tured one of his arms and legs, at diflferent times, the Doctor has rallied hint 
on thofe accidents, as a kind of retributive juflice for breaking his jefts upon 
other people, 
(r) Vide page 6, 

His 



His gallants are all faultlefs, his Women divine, 

And comedy wonders at being lb fine; 
i 

Like a tragedy queen he has dizen*d her out, 
Or rather like tragedy giving a rout. 
His fools have their follies fb loft in a croud 
Of virtues and feelings, that folly grows proud. 
And coxcombs alike in their failings alone. 
Adopting }iis portraits arc pleas*d with their own. 
Say, where has our poet this malady caught. 
Or wherefore his charaders thus without fault ? 
Say was it that vainly direding his view. 
To find out mens virtues and finding them few. 
Quite fick of purfuing each troublefome elf, 
He grew lazy at laft and drew from himfelf ? 



Here 
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Here (s) Douglas retires from his toils to relax» 
The {courge of impoftors, the terror of quacks : 
Come all ye quack bards^ and ye quacking divines, 
Come and dance on the fpot where your tyrant reclines. 
When Satire and Cenfure encircl'd his throne^ 
I fear*d for your fafety, I fear*d for my own ; 
But now he is gone, and we want a detedor, 

t 

Our (/) Dodds (hall be pious, our (u) Kehricks (hall ledure; 

(fc) Macpherfbn write bom bad, and call it a (lyle, 

Our (y) Townfhend make ipeeches, and I fhall compile ; 

(i) Vide page 6. ^ 

(0 The Rev. Dr. Dodd. 

(«) Mr. Kennck lately read ledures at the Devil Tavern, under the Title nf 
« The School of Shakefpeare.* 

(x) James Macpherfon, Efq; who lately, fivm the mere force of hisfyht 
wrote down the firft poet of all antiquity. 

(jr; Vide page 9. 

£ New 
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New (z) Laudcrs and Bowers the Tweed (hall crofs over. 
No countryman living their tricks to.difcover; 
Detcdtion her taper {hall quench to a ipark. 
And Scotchman meet Scotchman and cheat in the dark* 

Here lies (a) David Garrick, defcribe me who can. 
An abridgment of all that was plcafant in man ; 
As an ador, confeft without rival to (Line,, 
As a wit, if not firft, in the very firft line. 
Yet with talents like thefe, and an excellent heart. 
The man had his failings^ a dupe ta his art ;. 
Like an ill-judging beauty, his colours he ipread. 
And beplaifter'd, with rouge> his own natural recL 

(z) Vide page 6. (a} Vide page y, 

Witb 



On the ftage he was ixatural, fimple^ afledling^ 

'Twas only that, when he was off, he was ading : 

With no reafon on earth to go out of his way. 

He turn*d and he varied full ten times a-day 5 

Tho* iecure of our hearts, yet confoundedly fick. 

If they were not his own by finefHng and trick ; 

He cail off his friends, as a huntfman his pack, 

For he knew when he pleas*d he could whiflle them back* 

Of praife a mere glutton, he fwallow'd what came. 

And the pufF of a dunce, he miftook it for feme ; 

'Till his relii(h grown callous, almoft to difeafe. 

Who pepper*d the higheft, was fureft to pleafcr 

But 
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But let us be candid, and fpeak out our mind, 
' If dunces applauded, he paid them in kind. 
Ye (S) JCenricks, ye {c) Kellys, and (J) Woodfalls fo grave. 
What a commerce was yours, while you got and you gave? 
How did Grub-ftreet re-echo the (bouts that you rais'd. 
While he was berofciusM, and you were beprais'd ? 
But peace to his fpirit, wherever it flies. 
To ad as an angel, and mix with the ikies : 

(If) Vide page 13. 

(c) IJugh Kelly, Efqi Author of Falfc Delicacy, Word to the Wife, Cte- 
mentina. School for Wives, &c. &c. 

(d) Mr. William Woodfall, Frioter of the Morning Chronicle. 

Thofe 
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Thofe poets, who owe their beft fame to his fkill, 
Shall flill be his datterers, go where he will. 
Old 6hakefpeare> receive him, with praiiie and with lore^ 
And Beaumonts and Bens be his (t) KcUys aboye. 

Here (/) Hickey reclines, a moft blunt, pleafant creaturcj 
And flander itfelf muft aUow him good-nature : 
He cheri{h*d his firiend, and he reli(h*d a bumper; 
Yet one &ult he had, and that one was a thumper : 
Perhaps you may aik if the man was a mifer? 
I anfwer, no, ho, for he always was wifer ; 
Too courteous, perhaps, ox obligingly flat; 
His very worft foe can t accule him of that 

(0 Vide page I d. (f) Vide p. 7', 

F Perhaps 
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Perhaps he confided in men as they go, 

And To was too fooHQiIy honeft ; ah nol 

Then what was his failing? come tell it, and burn ye^ 

He was, could he help it ? a (pecial attorney. 

Here (^) Reynolds is laidj and, to tell you my mind. 
He has not left a wifer or better behind ; 
His pencil was ftriking, refiftlefs and grand. 
His manners were gentle, complying and bland; t 

Still born to improve us in every part. 
His pencil our faces, his manners our heart : 
To coxcombs averfe, yet moft civilly fleering, 
When they judg*d without fldll he was ftill hard of hearing: 

Cf ) Vide page 7. 

When 
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When they talked of their Raphaels^ Corregiosand ftufF^ 
He fhifted his (il) trumpet, and only took fnufF. 

(b) Sir Jolhua Reynolds is fo remarkably deaf as to be under the neceffity of 
ufing an ear trumpet in company; he is, at the fame timej equally remarkable 
for taking a great quantity of fnuff : his manner in both of which, taken in the 
point of time defcribcd, mqft be allowed, by thofe who have been witnefles of 
fuch a fcene, to be as happily given upon paper^ as that great Artift bimfelF, 
9. perhaps, could have exhibited upon canvas. 

i 

i POSTSCRIPT. 

'./\fTER the Fourth Edition of this Poem was 

J printed, the Publifher received an Epitaph on Mr. (a^ 

' Whitefoord, from a fi-iend of the late Dodor Goldfmith 

inclofed in a letter, of which the following is an abftrad. * 

" I have in mr pofleHion a (heet of paper, contain- 
** ing near forty lines in the Dodor's own hand-writing: 
** there are many {battered, broken vcrfes, on Sir Jof. Rey- 
<( nolds, Counlellor Ridge, Mr. (^) Beauclerk, and Mr. 

(a) Mr. Caleb Wbitefoord, Author of many humorous Eflays. 
(i) Topham Beauclerk, Eiq; well known in the polite world as a fcbolar» 
a man of wit, and a fine gentleman. 

« White- 



" Whitefoord. The Epitaph on the laft-mcntioned gentle- 
*' man is the only one that is iinifhed, and therefore I have 
" copied it, that you may add it to the next edition. It 
" is a flriking proof of Doctor Goldfmith*s good-nature. 
** I faw this Iheet of paper in the Dodor's room, five or fix 
** days before he died ; and, as I had got all the other Epi- 
" taphs, I aflced him if I might take it. " In truth you 
** may, my Boy, (replied he) for it will be of no ufe to me 
** where I am going** 

Here Whitefoord reclines, and deny it who can. 
Though he merrily liv'd, he is now a {c) grave man; 
Rare compound of oddity, frolic and fun! 
Whoreli(h*d a joke, and rejoicM in a pun; 
Whofe temper was generous, open, finccre ; 

J* 

A ftranger to flattVy, a ftranger to fear; 

(f) Mr; W. is fo notorious a punfter, that Doflor Goldfmith jafed to fay, !c 
was impofllble to keep him company, without being infelied with the iub of 
funning. 

Who 
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Who fcatterM around wit and humour at will, 
Whofc daily bom mots half a column mighc fill : 
A Scotchman from pride and from prejudice free, 
A fcholar, yet furely no pedant was he. 

What pity, alasl that fo lib*ral a mind 
Should (o long be to news-paper-eiTays confin'dl 
Who perhaps to the fummit of fcience could foar. 
Yet content *? if the table he fet on a roar ;** 
Whole talents to fill any dation were fit. 
Yet happy if (d) W$odfall confefi*d him a wit. 

Ye news-paper witlings 1 ye pert fcribbling folks \ 
Who copied his fquibs, and re-echoed his jokes, 

(d) Mr. H. S. Woodfall, Frinttr of the Public Adverdfer. 



Yc 



Ye tame imkttofi, jt iarHc bod GocXy 

Stil] foIW yoor onfiery add vide his tomb : 

Todcck it^ Wing witb 700 feftoQDs oT^ rincy 

Aod copious libatioitt befioir on bk (bcinei 

Tbcn (bewail arotmd it (jroo can do no Ids) 

Crofi'-readnigti Sbip^newt^ and Miflaies o£ xku^ Prefs, 

Metif Whitefodrd^&ievel ! for /i^ lake I adrnft 
That a Scot may bavehtimo'iii^ ' I had alinbft ^d wits 
This debt to thy mefn'ry I cannot refu^, 
^' Thou bed homour^d man with the worft httqiout!4 pav^'**" 

(e) Mr. Whiteford hai frequently indulged the towo with humorous pieces 
iHwler ilwAtlilM In ih« Public Advertifef. ' .:.'■: -^T 



^ • • • .- . , • -/ 



THE END. 
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SIR JOSHUA REYNOLD Si 

JDsAR Sir, 

ICan have no expedations io an addrefs of this kind, 
either ta add to your reputation, or to eftablifli my 
owii. Vou can gain nothing from my admiration, as I 
am ignorant of that art in which you are (aid to excel] ; 
and I- may lofe much bytbe feverity of. your judgment, 
as few have a jufter tafte in poetry than you; Setting 
intereft therefore afide,. to which I never paid much. 
attention, I muft be indulged at prefent in following my 
afTedionsi The only dedication I ever made virasto my 
hfother, becaufe Moved him better than nooft other men. . 
He is iincedead.. Permit me to infcribe this Poem tO' 
you* 

How 
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* *- Iflow far you may^bc picafcd with the verfification and 
mere mechanical parts of this attempt, I don*t pretend to 
enquire ; but I know youcwitt objedl (and indeed feveral 
of our beft and wifeft friends concur in the opinion) that 
the depdpulafion "if deplores h no where to, be fceo, -and 
the diforder* it laments are only to be found in the poet's 
own imagination. To this 1 can fcarce make any other 
anfwer than that I fincerely believe what' I have written ; 
tliat I have taken all pofHble pains, in my country excur> 
iions, for thefe fouf or five ycat s -pail, ! to be certain of 
what I alledge ; and that all my views and enquiries, have 
led me to believe thpfe iniferies' real, .which I here at- 
tempt to difplay. Biit this is not the place to enter uito 
an enquiry, whether the; country be depopulating, or 
not ; the difcufiion would take . up much room,' and I 
(hould prove myfelf, at beft, an indifferent politici^i)^ 
to tire the reader with a long preface, when I want h;^ 
unfatigued attentiod. to a long poem. ' . 

' ■■ • •;.:...• '■ i- 

In regretting the depopulation of the country, \ in- 
veigh againft the encreafe of our luxuries ; and here alfo 
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I expcft the fhout of modern politicians againft me. For 
twenty or thirty years paft, it has been the fafliion to con- 
iider luxury as one of the greateft national advantages ; 
and all the wifdom of antiquity in that particular, as 
erroneous. Still however, I muil remain a profeiled 
ancient on that head, and continue to think thofe luxuries 
prejudicial to dates, by which Co many vices are in-> 
troduced, and fo many kingdoms have been undone. 
Indeed fo much has been poured out of late on the 
other fide of the queftion, that, merely for the fake of 
novelty and variety, one would fometimes wifh to be in 
the right, 

I am. 

Dear Sir, 

Your fincerc friend, 
and ardent admirer, 

OLIVER GOLDSMITH 
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SWEET Auburn, lovelieft village of the plain, 
Where health and plenty cheared the labouring fwain^ 
Where fmiling fpring its earlieft vifit paid. 
And parting fummer's lingering blooms delayed, 
Dear lovely bowers of innocence and eafe. 
Seats of my youth, when every fport could pleafe, 
How often have I loitered o'«r thy green. 
Where humble happinefs endeared each fcene ; 
How often have I paufed on every charm. 
The (heltered cot, the cultivated farm, 

B The 
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The nevei failio^ bcook, (h« Utdy. m)l^^ 
The decent church that topt the neighbouring hill. 
The hawthorn bufh, with feats beneath the fhade. 
For talking age and whifpering lovers made ; 
How often have I bleft the coming day. 
When toil remitting lent its turn to play, 
And all the village train, from. labour fjree^ . . 

Led- up- their fpbrts beneath the lprcading*tree"; 
While many a paftime circled in the fhade. 
The young contending as the old furveyed ; 
And many a gambol frolicked o'er the.gr<nin<f, 
And flights of aft and feats of ftrength went.i-Quqd ; 
And ftill as each- repeated pleafure tired j 
Succeeding fports the mirthful band infpired ; • '. 

The dancing pair that fimply fought renown' '. 

By holding out to tire each other down ;; 
The fwain miftruftlefs^of his fmutted fdcc. 
While fecrqt lapgbter tittered round the plaid; • : ' ' 
The bafhful virgin's, fide-long loofk$! of Icrv^, 
The matron's glance thatiwjouj^thoft: looks ^cprowol j . 

Thefc 



THbE. DESERTED VlLLAGEk 3. 

Thefe wece thy charms^ fweet village ; fports like tHefe^ 
With fweet fuccefliony taught eren toil ta pleaie ; 
Thcfe round thy bowers their chearful influence fhed, 
Tiiefe were thy charms — But all thefe charms are fled* 

Sweet fmiling village,, lovelieft of the lawn^ 
Thy fports are ilcd, and' all thy charms withdrawn : 
Amidft thy bowers the. tyrant's hand, is feeu,' 
And defolation faddcns all thy green ; 
One only hiafler grafps the whole domain. 
And half a tillage ftintS' thy fmiling plain i . . 
No more thy glafly brook reffefts the day. 
But choakcd with fudges, works it^wccdy! way. 
Along thy glades,, a folitary ^eft^ •; .i 
The hollow founding bittern guards. its oefl^; 
Amidft thy defert walk^tbe lapwing ^S^.. 
And tires their ecchoes with unvaried cries. 
Sunk are thy bawcrsi ia (hapelef* tuw;^ll^ 
And the long grafs ,9 ertops . the mou|4tring wall;. 

, • And 
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And trembling, flvinking from the fpoHer*s hands', 
Far, far away thy children leave the land. 

Ill fares the land, to haftening ills a prey, 
Where wealth accumulates, and men decay : 
Princes and lords may flour i{h, or may fade ; 
A breath can make them, as a breath has made; 
But a bold peafantry, their country's pride. 
When once deftroyed, can never be fuppli^d. 

A time there 'was, ere England*^ griefs began, 
When every ropd of ground maintained its man ; 
For him light labour fpread her wholefome flore, 
Juft gave what life required, but gave no more : 
His beft companions, innocence and health ; 
And his beft riches, ignorance of wealth; 

But times are altered ; trade's unfeelfng train 
Ufurp the land and difpofTefs the fwain j 

Along 
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Along the lawn, where fcattered hamlets rofe, 
Unweildy wealth, and cumbrous pomp repole ; 
And every want to opulence allied. 
And every pang that folly pays to pride. 
Thefe gentle hours that plenty bade to bloom, 
Thofe calm defire» that aiked but littk room, 
Thofe healthful fports that graced the peaceful fcene. 
Lived in each look, and brightened all the green ; 
Thefe far departing feek a kinder fhore, 
And rural mirth and manners are no more. 

Sweet Auburn ! parent of the blifsful hour, 
Thy glades forlorn confefs the tyrant's power. 
Here as I take my fblitary rounds, 
Amidft thy tangling walks, and ruined grounds. 
And, many a yeax elapfed, return to view, 
Where once the cottage ftood, the hawthoril^ gi'^w. 
Remembrance wake& with all her bafy trains 
Swells at my hreaft^ and turns^ the paft to painw 

C In 
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/ 
In all my wanderings round this world of care, 

In all my griefs — and God has given my fliare — 

I ftill had hopes my lateft hours to crown, 

Amidil thefe humble bowers to lay me down; 

To hufband out life's taper at the clofe. 

And keep the flame from wafting by repofe. 

I ftill had hopes, for pride attends us ftill, 

Amidft the Swains to ftiew thy book-learned fkill. 

Around my fire an evening groupe to draw. 

And tell of all I felt, and all I faw ; 

And, as an hare whom hounds and horns purfue. 

Pants to the place from whence at fijft flie flew, 

I ftill had hopes, my long vexations paft. 

Here to return— and die at home at laft. 

O bleft retirement, friend to life*s decline. 
Retreats from care that never muft be mine. 
How happy he wjio crowns in fliades like thefe, 
A youth of labour with an age of cafe ; 
Who quits a world where ftrong temptations try. 
And, fince 'tis hard to combat, learns to fly ! 
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For him no wretches, born to work and weep, 
Explore the mine, or tempt the dangerous deep ; 
No furly porter (lands in guilty ftate 
To fpurn imploring famine from the gate ; 
But on he moves to meet his latter end, 
Angels around befriending Virtue's friend ; 
Bends to the grave with unperceived decay, 
While reHgnatioh gently Hopes the way ; 
And all his profpeds brightening to the laft. 
His Heaven commences ere the world be paft I 

« 

Sweet was the found when oft at evening's clofe. 
Up yonder hill the village murmer rofe.; 
There as I paft with carelcfs fteps and flow^ 
The mingling notes came foftened from below ; 
The fwain rcfponfive as the milk-maid fung. 
The fober herd that lowed to. meet their young. 
The noify gcefe that gabbled o'er the pool. 
The playful children juft let loofe from fchool, 
The watch-dog's voice that bayed the whifpering wind. 
And the loud laugh that fpoke the vacant mind. 
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Thefe all in fweet confu^on fought the fhade. 
And filled each pairJie the nightingale had' made. 
But now the founds of population fail, 
No chearful m:urmucs fluiEbuate in the gale. 
No bu fy fleps the gra^-gcowo. foot- way tread. 
For all the bloomy flufh of life is fled ! 
All but you widowed, folitary thing 
That feebly bends bcfide the plafhy fpring ; 
She, wretched matron, forced, in age, for bread. 
To flrip the brook with mantling crefles fpread, 
To pick her wintry faggot from the thorn, 
To feek her nightly £hed, and weep till morn } 
She only left of all the harmlefs train. 
The fad hiftoriaa of the penflvc plain. 

Near yonder copfe, where once the garden fmiled, 
And flill where many a garden flower grows wild; 
There, where a few torn fhrubs the place difclofe. 
The village preacher*s modeft manfion rofe* ' 
A man he was, to all the country dear. 
And pafling rich with forty pounds a year; 
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Remote from towns he ran his godly race, 

Nor e*er h^ changed, nor wifhed to change his place; 

Unpradifed he to fawn, or feek fpr power. 

By dpdrines &(hioned to the varying hour ; 

Far other aims his heart had learned to prize, 

More {kill to raife the wretched than to rife. 

His houfe was known to all the vagrant train. 

He chid their wanderings, but relieved their pain ; 

The long remembered beggar was his gueft, 

Whofc beard defcending fwept his aged bread ; 

The ruined fpendtbrift, now np longer proud. 

Claimed kindred there, and had his claim allowed^ 

The broken foldier kindly bade to ftay, 

Sate by his fire, and talked the night away ; 

Wept o'er his wounds, or tales of forrow done, 

Shouldered his crutch, and fbewed how fields were won. 

Pleafed with his guefts, the good man learned to glow. 

And quite forgot their vices in their woe ; 

Carelefs their merits, or their faults to fcan. 

His pity gave ere charity began. 

D Thus 
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Thus to relieve the wretched was his pridc^ 
And even his failings leaned to Virtue's fide ;. 
But in his duty prompt at every call. 
He watch'd and wept, he prayed and felt,, for all >. 
And, as a bird each fond endearment tries. 
To tempt its new fledged offspring to the fkies; 
He tried each art, reproved each dull delay, 
Allured to brighter worlds, and led the way. 

Befide the bed where parting life was hayed> 
And forrow, guilt,, and pain,, by turns difmayed. 
The i^verend champion flood.. Ajt his control, 
Defpair and anguifh fled the flruggling foul ; 
Comfort came down the trembling wretch to raife,. 
And his laft faultering accents vsrhifpered praife. 

At church, with meek and unafFeded grace,. 
His looks adorned the venerable place; 
Truth from his lips prevailed with double fway,. 
And fools, who came to feoff, remained to pray. 
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The fervice paft, around th6 pious man, 

With fteady zeat tach hdneft ruftic ran; 

Even children followed with endearing wile, 

And plucked his go\yn, to fhare the good man's fmile. 

His ready fmile a parent's warnath expreft, 

Their welfare pleafed him, and their cares diftreA ; 

To them his heart, his love, his griefs were given,^ 

But all his feriou^ thoughts had reft in Heaven. 

As fome tall clifF that lifts its awful form. 

Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the ftorm, 

Tho* round its breaft the rolling clouds are fpread, 

Eternal funfhine fettles on its head. 

Befide yon ftraggling fence that fkirts the way. 
With bloffomed furze unprofjtably gay, 
There, in his noify manflon, fkill'd to rule,. 
The village matter taught his little fchool ; 
A man fevere he was, and ftern to view ; 
I knew him well, and every truant knew ; 
Well had the boding tremblers learned to- trace 
The day's difafters ia his mornings face i , 
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Full well they laughed with couDterfeited glee 
At all his jokes, for many a joke had he ; 
Full well the bufy whifper circling round, 
Conveyed the difmal tidings when he frowned : 
Yet. he was kind ; or if fevere in aught, 
The love he bore to learmng was in fault ; 
The village all declared how much he knew ; 
'Twas certain he could write, and cypher too ; 
Lands he could nteafure, terms and tides prelagc, 
And even the ftory ran that he could gauge. 
In arguing too, the parfon owned his fkill ; 
For even tho* vanquiflied, he could argue ftill ; 
While words of learned length, and thundering found 
Amazed the gazing nifties ranged around ; 
And ftill they gazed, and ftill the wonder grew, 
That one fmaU head could carry all he knew. 

But paft is all his fame. The very fpot 
Where many a time he triumphed, is forgot. 
Near yonder thorn, that lifts its head on high, 
Where once the fign-poft caught the paffing eye. 
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Low lies that houfe where nut-brown draughts infpired, 
Where grey-beard mirth and fmiling toil retired, 
Where village ftatefmen talked with looks profound, 
And news much older than their ale went round. 
Imagination fondly ftoops to trace 
The parlour fplendours of that feftive place ; 
The white-waftied wall, the nicely fanded floor, 
The varniQied clock that clicked behind the door ; 
The cheft contrived a double debt to pay, 
A bed by night, a cheft of drawers by day ; 
The pidures placed for ornament and ufe. 
The twelve good rules, the royal game of goofc ; 
The hearth, except when winter chilFd the day, 
With afpen boughs, and flowers, and fennel gay ; 
While broken tea-cups, wifely kept for fliew, 
Ranged o'er the chimney, gliftened in a row. 

Vain tranfltory fplendours I Could not all 
Reprieve the tottering manflon from its fall f 
Obfcure it flnks, nor fliall it more impart 
An hour^s importance to the poor man's heart ; 

E Thither 
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Thither no more the peafaot (hall repair 
To fweet oblivion of his daily care ; 
No more the farmer's news, the barber's talc, 
No more the wood-man's ballad (hall prevail ; 
No more the fmith his duiky brow fhall clear, 
Relax his ponderous ftrength, and lean to hear ', 
The hoft himfelf no longer {hall be found 
Careful to fee the mantling blifs go round j 
Nor the coy maid, half willing to be preft. 
Shall kifs the cup to pafs it to the reft. 

Yes I let the rich deride, the proud difdain,. 
Thefe fimple bleflings of the lowly train ; 
To me more dear, congenial to my heart. 
One native charm, than all the glofs of art; 
Spontaneous joys, where Nature has its play, 
The foul adopts, and owns their firft born fway ; 
Lightly they frolic o'er the vacant mind, 
Unenvied, unmolefted, unconfined: 
But the long pomp, the midnight mafquerade. 
With all the freaks of wanton wealth arrayed, 
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In thefe, ere triflers half their wifh obtain. 
The toiling pleafure iickens into pain ; 
And, even while fafhion's brightefl arts decoy, 
The heart diftrufting aiks, if this be joy. 

Ye friends to truth, ye ftatefmen, who furvey 
The rich man*s joys encreafe, the poor's decay, 
*Tis your's to jjudge, how wide the limits ftand 
Between a fplendid and an happy land. 
Proud fwells the tide with loads of freighted ore. 
And ihouting Folly hails them from her {hore ; 
Hoards, even beyond the mifers' wifh abound. 
And rich men flock from all the world around. 
Yet count our gains. This wealth is but a name 
That leaves our ufeful products dill the fame. 
Not fo the lofs. The man of wealth and pride. 
Takes up a fpace that many poor fupplied ; 
Space for his lake ; his park's extended bounds ; 
Space for hi& horfcs, equipage, and hounds ; 
The robe that wraps his limbs in iilken flotb. 
Has robbed the neighbouring fields of half their growth ; 
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His feat, where folitary (ports are feen, 
Indignant fpurns the cottage from the green ; 
Around the world each needful produ6): flies, 
For all the luxuries the world fupplies. 
While thus the land adorned for pleafure, all 
In barren iplendour .feebly waits the fall. 

As Tome fair female unadorned and plain. 
Secure to pleafe while youth confirms her reign. 
Slights every borrowed charm that drefs fupplies. 
Nor fhares with art the triumph of her eyes. 
But when thofe charms are paft, for charms are frail. 
When time advances, and when lovers fail. 
She then fhines forth, follicitous to blefs. 
In all the glaring impotence of drefs. 
Thus fares the land, by luxury betrayed ; 
In Nature's ^mplefl charms at firft arrayed ; 
But verging to decline, its fplendours rife, 
Its viflas ilrike, its palaces furprize ; 
While fcourged by famine from the fmiling land. 
The mournful peafant leads his humble band ; 
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And while he finks, without one arm to fave, 
The county blooms — a garden, and ^ grave. 

Where then, ah where, ihall Poverty reiide, 
To Tcape the preffure of contiguous pride ? 
If to fome common's fencelefs limits flrayed. 
He drives his flock to pick the fcanty blade, 
Thofe fencelefs fields the fons of wealth divide, 
And even the bare-worn common is denied. 

If to the city fped — What waits him there ? 
To fee profuflon that he mufl not fhare ; 
To fee ten thoufand baneful arts combined 
To pamper luxury, and thin mankind ; 
To fee thofe joys the fbns of pleafure know. 
Extorted from his fellow- creature's woe. 
Here while the courtier glitters in brocade. 
There the pale artifl plies the fickly trade ; 
Here, while the proud their long-drawn pomps difplay. 
There the black gibbet glooms befide the way. 

E The 
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The dome where Pleafure hoUs her midnight reigf>, 

Here, richly deckt> admits the gorgeous, train; 

Tumultuous grandeur crowds the blazing fquare. 

The rattling chariots clafh, the torches glare. 

Sure fcenes like thefe no troubles e*er annoy l 

Sure thefe denote one univerfal joy I 

Are thefe thy ferious thoughts ? Ah, turn thine eyes> 

Where the poor houfelefs fliivering female liesi 

She once, perhaps, in village plenty bleft> 

Has wept at tales of innocence diftrelt ; 

Her modeft looks the cottage m:fght adorn>. 

Sweet as the primrofe peeps beneath the thorn ; 

Now loft to all ; her friends,, her virtue fled,. 

Near her betrayer's door (he lays her head,. 

And pinch'd with cold> and flirinking from the fliower,.. 

With heavy heart deplores that lucklefs hour 

When idly firft, ambitious of the town> 

She left her wheel and robes of country brown. 

Do thine, iweet Auburn, thine,, the lovelieft traan> . 
Do thy fair tribes participate iier paia? 
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Even now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led, 
At proud men*s doors they afk a little bread 1 

Ah, no. To diftant climes, a dreary fcene. 
Where half the convex world intrudes between. 
Through torrid trads with fainting fteps they go> 
Where wild Altama murmurs to their woe. 
Far different there from all that charmed before,- 
l^he various terrors of that horrid {hore ; 
Thofe blazing funs that dart a downward ray, 
And fiercely flied intolerable day j 
Thofe matted woods where birds forget to fing^ 
But filent bats in drowfy dufters cling, 
Thofe poifonous fields with rank luxuriance crowned,. 
Where the dark fcorpion gathers death around ; 
Where at each ftep the (Itanger fears to wake 
The rattling terrors of the vengeful fnake ; 
Where crouching tigers wait their haplefs prey. 
And favage men, more murderous dill than they ;. 
While oft in whirls the mad tornado flies. 
Mingling the ravaged landfchape with the ikies. 
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Far diflferent thcfe from every former fcene, 
The cooling brook, the grafly vefted green. 
The breezy covert of the warbling grove, 
That only flieltered thefts of harmlefs love. 

Good Heaven! what forrows gloom'd that parting day, 
That called them from their native walks away ; 
When the poor exiles, every pleafure paft, 
Hung round their bowers, and fondly looked their laft. 
And took a long farewel, and wiftied in vain 
For feats like thefe beyond the weftern main ; 
And fhuddering ilill to face the diftant deep, 
Returned and wept, and ftill returned to weep. 
The good old fir^, the firft prepared to go 
To new found worlds, and wept for others woe. 
But for himfelf, in confcious virtue brave. 
He only wiihed for worlds beyond the grave. 
His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears. 
The fond companion of his helplefs years. 
Silent went next, negledful of her charms. 
And left a lover's for a father^s arms. 
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With louder plaints the mother fpoke her woes, 
And bleft the cot where every pleafure rofe ; 
And kift her thoughtlefs babes with many a tear, 
And clafpt them clofe, in forrow doubly dear ; 
Whilft her fond hufband ftrove to lend relief, 
In all the filent manlinefs of grief.^ 

O luxury ! thou curft by Heaven's decree, 
How ill exchanged are things like thefe for thee t 
How do thy potions, with iniidious joy, 
DifFufe their pleafures only to deftroy ! 
Kingdoms, by thee, to fickly greatnefs grownj 
Boaft of a florid vigour not their own ; 
At every draught more large and large they grow, 
A bloated mafs of rank unweildy woe ; 
Till fapped their ftrength, and every part unfound, 
Down, down they fink, and fpread a ruin round. 

Even now the devaftation is begun. 
And half the bufinefs of deftrudion done i 

G Even 
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Even now, methinks, as pondering here I (land, 

I fee the rural virtues leave the land : 

Down where yon anchoring veilel fpreads the {ail. 

That idly waiting flaps with every gale, 

Downward they move, a melancholy band, 

-Pafs from the fhore, and darken all the ftrand. 

Contented toil, and hofpitablc care, 

And kind connubial tendernefs, are there ; 

And piety, with wiflies placed above, - 

And fteady loyalty, and faithful love : 

And thou, fweet Poetry, thou lovelieft maid. 

Still firft to fly where fenfual joys invade ; 

Unfit in thefe degenerate times of fhame, 

To catch the heart, or ftrike for honcft fame ; 

Dear charming nymph, negledted and decried, 

My fliame in crowds, my folitary pride ; 

Thou fource of all my blifs, and all my woe. 

That found'ft me poor at firft, and keep'ft me fo ; 

Thou guide by which the nobler arts excel. 

Thou nurfe of every virtue, fare thee well. 

Farewell, 
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Farewell, and O where'er thy voice b* t* *- 
On Torno's clifFs, or Pambamarca** /I-f* 
Whether where equinodial fervours glow. 
Or winter wraps the polar world in fnow. 
Still let thy voice prevailing over time, 
Redrefs the rigours of the inclement clime ; 
Aid flighted truth with my perfuafive ftrain, 
Teach erring man to fpurn the rage of gain; 
Teach him, that ftates of native (Irength pofTefl, 
Tho' very poor, may ftill be very bleft ; 
That trade's proud empire hades to fvvift decay, 
As ocean fweeps the laboured mole a way ; 
While felf-dependent power can time defy. 
As rocks refift the billows and the fky. 
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